LENA
"Flightiness written all over her,5* hissed Julia
Dmitriyevna.
"Yes, yes, yes, flightiness, yes. ... Very well/' said the
doctor, nodding authoritatively. "I'll consider the
matter/5
To Danilov he said:
"What about sending another nurse to the dispensary,
eh?"
"Why?" asked Danilov. "Don't you think Ogorod-
nikova will be able to manage the work?"
"No, hardly. The sister and I thought it over—it'll be
too much for her. She's light, light. We need someone
sturdier there."
Danilov did not argue—a medical man should be the
best judge. He sent Klava Mukhina to the dispensary,
and brought Lena into the Krieger coach.
Lena fussed about all day, making sure that every-
thing was spick and span. Dust constantly kept settling
on the windows or the varnished shelves. She was rather
hurt at having been removed from the dispensary. Of
course, she owed it to that red-faced beast, the theatre
sister. Ugly creature she was, no two ways about it*
Probably nobody had ever loved her. Serves her right.
Why did she want to get her knife into her, Lena? Well,
Lena's coach would be the cleanest of all, just to spite
her. And she went about all day with buckets and mops,
wiped the windows with newspaper as Katya's mother
had done, and aired the blankets. ... Flies, flies, where
did they all come from! No food in the coach, not a
single human being, but one fly had already flown in,
and another after it. ... Lena stalked the flies. One she
caught, the other got away and took cover somewhere.
Lena could not find it Klava Mukhina made shades for
the lamps out of gauze, decorated with numerous
flounces* Lena envied her—she could not make flounces.
She wanted to make friends with Klava, ask how it was
done, but Klava was in the dispensary day aad night,
and Lena avoided that coach as much as possible, so as
not to meet Julia Dmitriyevna.

